SCENE X

"KING OF ALL HIELAND HAIRTS"

How, king at my ancestral home in Westmorland^

I saw Prince Charlie and his Highlanders advance

and retreat.

FROM Tebay Junction where the railway enters
the Westmorland hills, the train pants up the
steep gradient known as " Shap Level" for
reasons unknown.   On the summit stands the old
village of Shap, with its Greyhound Inn.   The place
is still unspoilt because it offers no obvious attrac-
tions for visitors from the Lancashire towns.   But I
have stayed there at all seasons, for there I know
that I have come to my native and spiritual home,
and, like a prodigal son, I am welcomed by the
mountains and moorland winds that run to meet
me.   Going down the fields on the west I come to
the great tower and ruined aisles of Shap Abbey,
where monks pursued in solitude the meditation of
eternity, and from there I pass to Hawes Water, and
climb to the Roman road that runs along the top
of High Street, or find my way up Measand Beck
and over the wild summit to Brothers Water and
Kirkstone Pass.   Twice on that devious track I lost
the way in mountain mist, and once was baffled by
driving snow and ice-coated rocks.
But more often I have followed the main Penrith
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